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DEDICATION. 
— — — — ; 
TO THE REV. MR. MARSHALL. 


Sin, 


Amons the events of my life, which 
I recur to with the greateſt pleaſure, is the hap- 
pineſs of having gained an acquaintance with 
yourſelf and your truly amiable family. Suffer 
me, Reverend Sir, to increaſe my obligations, by 
laying ZuMa before you in an Engliſh dreſs, and 
to hope you wilb not be offended at the liberty I 1 
take of thus publiſhing to the world the reſpect 
and eſteem I have for your learning, benevolence, 
and virtues, 45 q 


I an, Reverend Sir, 
With the trueſt reſpect, 
| Your moſt obliged, 
and obedient humble ſervant, 
THOMAS RODD. 


GERRARD STREET, 
August 27, 1800. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


TRR Engliſh reader may, perhaps, not be diſpleaſed to 
compare ZUMA. with the .PIZARRO of Korznsun; 
it is very evident he had this Play before him when he 
wrote it, and that Zuma is the original of his Tragedy, 
as the ſimilarity of the ſentiments ſufficient! y proves. It 
is now fifteen years fince, having ſome leiſure from 
other purſuits that commanded my attention, I tranſ- 
lated Zuma, with ſome few other popular French 
Plays. How I have acquitted myſelf the public will 
beſt judge in the play now laid before them. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


PizAao, a Spanick General. 
ZELISKAR, his Brother. 

FERNANDEZ, a Spanizh Captain. 

| Zuma, Widow of the last Inca of Peru, 
AzELIA, her Daughter. 5 


Spanisn and PxRUVIAN Trocpo. 


scENE.— Part of the Coast of Peru. 
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* * - * * 
* 


ZUM A, 


4A TRAGED 7. 


ACT I, 
SCENE I. 


Scenz—A forest. At the back of the flage ſome 
ſloping rocks, and in the hollow of one a cavern, 
The ſea is diſcovered in a corner of the ſcene, at a 
ſmail diſtance from the roths.. 


Zuma. 
Leaving the cavern, Azelia and Zeliſtar on either fide} 


Myr children, let us leave our dark abode; 
Soon will the ſun ſmile on the tranquil deſert. 
Yon orient clouds that tinge the mountain tops 
Announce his glad return: come, let us pay 
Qur homage to the ſovereign Lord of light, 
And offer him the faireſt of our vows. 
This day, with happy auſpices, he brings 
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The hour, when Hymen with a firmer bond 

l Shall join your hearts betroth'd in infancy. 
l \ Turning towards the Eat 
| Ruler of heav'n and earth, ſtar I revere, 
This peaceful hemiſphere conceal from tyrants, 
Thou knoweſt what my ſoul has undergone, 
No more I prefs thee to avenge my wrongs: 
U But when a happier ſcene attracts my ſight, 
Theſe gentle children's fond endearing love, 
To comfort Zuma ever watch o'er them, 

And let thy rays here only bleſs the good. 

Aze. My parent, with this bounteous God you ſhare 
The vows of ſweet reſpe& and ſacred awe; 
Your care in this abode preſerv'd for us 
The beſt, the choiceſt bleſſings, peace and love, 

Of broken ſceptres and of glory's dreams 

Here let oblivion bury every trace: 

Reign over us; heaven, moy'd at your diſtreſs, 

Left in your children's hearts more thrones than one, 
Zel. Yes, Zuma, lady noble as rever'd, 

Who in theſe lonely wilds didſt guide the courſe 

Ot my forſaken helpleſs infancy, 

To you I owe the ſunſhine of my days, 

Whatever mortals gave Zeliſkar being, 

He never will regret his native ſoil. 

Far more to Zuma is his life attach'd 

Than to the unknown parents chance beſtow'd. 

In you a mother and a kindred live; 

You join a daughter to theſe precious gifts, ** 

| And you alone, approving of my choice, 
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Can add new charms to this propitious day. 
Come then the moment when Azelia fair 
Shall with me in the ſacred knot be join'd, 
We ſhall at th' altar purify our flames, 
Hallowing our union in the fight of heav'n, 
Not far from this lone deſert, flight has led 
A tribe, that once ſubmitted to your ſway : 
It loves the Gods: the ſword could not ſubdue 
Religion, morals, and humanity. 
It ſhall be witneſs to our happy wedlock, 
I will announce it to their noble chief, 
And with your former ſubjects ſoon return 
To be for ever bound to you and yours. 
Zuma, My children, let your mother firſt impart 
The faithful ſtory of our fortunes paſt ; 
You know them but in part, 'twould ill have ſuited 
Your tender years to hear the full relation. 
I reign'd; the ſubje& people of Peru, 
Happy in me improv'd their fertile lands, 
Nor knew a wiſh beyond what they enjoy d. 
The ancient ocean, waſhing all Peru, 
Sever'd my empire from a jealous world : 
But ſoon ſome ſtrangers, lords of fire and thunder, 
Barbarians diſcord vomited on earth, 
Cleaving a paſſage through the vaſt abyſs, 
Aſtoniſh'd us with all the plagues of war. 
To carnage fierce Pizarro led the way.— 
A ſon of this vile monſter, in his youth, 
Both in his actions and deteſted name 
Already a fit heir to ſuch a fire, „ ad; 
B 3 
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Contending which ſhould moſt ſurpaſs in crimes, 
Made his firſt victim my unhappy lord. 
With his dear blood I would have mingled mine, 
But that a ſacred charge, as yet unborn, 
Made me prefer the miſeries of life, 
That when a mother was no longer mine. 
Thus to theſe foreſts for my child I came; 
Flight led ſome faithful ſubjects after me, 
But worn by early grief, a prey to care, 
For ever I abjur'd a raviſh'd crown, 

One day (the memory pains me) as I ftray'd 
Towards the ſea, where often I was wont 
To breathe my ſorrows to the moaning waves, 
I heard a cry; an infant on the beach 
Drew in long ſighs its feeble plaintive voice, 
And I beheld him lying at my feet. 
Abandon'd in a corner of the world, 
A cradle near him, bloody, daſh'd to pieces, ; 
He liv'd, and ſcarce e'en nature knew he liv'd, 
*T'was you, Zeliſkar,—features, foreign dreſs, 
Proclaim'd you of our fierce invader's race. 

Zel. To my misfortune !— 

Zuma. Frantic and enrag'd 
I thought to ſlay you with my trembling hand. 
To what may vengeance not impel the injur'd ! 
But your mild ſuppliant eyes, ſwimming in tears, 
Your out-ftretch'd hands, your infancy's ſweet charms, 
Together pleaded ſtrong for gentle pity. 
Already e'en two monſters of the wood 
Had left their gloomy dens to guard your life, 
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Their inftin& had rever d the work of heav'n, 
And they condemn'd the fury I firſt breath'd. 
Humanity ſpoke warm, her powerful voice 
Can, as it pleaſes, intereſt the heart. 
I claſp'd you to my breaſt, forgot my wrongs, 
Received you as a preſent nature gave me.— 
"Tis ſaid the Cacique of the neighb'ring tribe 
From our aſſaſſins ſtole you in revenge, 
And, as he fled, threw down his tender prey. 
This chief might well have told your parent's name, 
But I refus'd to hear it, dreading leaſt 
Anger again ſhould turn my love to hatred. — 
That love was ſhar'd between my child and you, 
United in my arms you form'd my all. 
O may I in this deſolated clime 
Never again behold its cruel foe! 
My very ſoul abhors thoſe wicked men, 
Who to deſpoil their brethren range the world, 
With fiery zeal, where'er they ſet a foot, 
Seeking to change religion, cuſtoms, laws; 
As if in the beginning nature's care 
Had not inſpir'd a ſacred ſentiment 
Of true reſpe& to God, a worthip pure, 
Uniform, conſtant, written in the heart! | 
My children, be humane, no higher praiſe 
Can man, the image of his Maker, give him. 
But go, Zeliſkar, I no more detain you; 
Before the altar bid my ſubjects meet: 
Let them in you reſpect my royal race, 
Their maſter's ſon, his widow, and his heir, 
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I feel trup pleakre, my bond boſom forms 


Its beſt enjoyment when its makes-you happy. 

Zel. With wings of love I haſten— 
Advances ſame fleps, and ſees Pizarro deſcendi 2 
Slowly from the rocks ) 

Gracious. heaven! | 

Who is that ſtranger? wherefore comes he here? 

From the high mountain ſlowly he deſcends; 

His bent and penſive brow, his ſolemn march, 

Beſpeak the anguiſh of a troubl'd mind. 

I feel my pity waken'd at his ſight ; 

Let us afford our hoſpitable aid, 

Jo ſentiments like this I owe my life. 


Come then, but ha! you ſeem to ſtart with fear! 


Whence the alarming paleneſs of your cheeks? 
Atze. I tremble at his looks, and know not why. 

Zuma, Anger and pity he at once inſpires. 
Zel. We honor heay'n in ſuccouring a brother, 
Zuma. I cannot ſhake it off, he fills my ſoul 

With a confus'd idea of fear and hate. | 
Zel. Tis better to withdraw then from his ſight, 

I will fnquire the tory of his life, 

And if we can but ſooth a ſtranger's woes, 

What happier fortune on my nuptial day? 

Retire, —he comes, 
Zuma, Azelia, follow me, 

I tremble! . , ( Exit Zuma and Ars. to the cavern) 
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SCENE IL 


P1zARrRo and ZELISKAR, 


Pis. ( following Axe. with his eyes) 
Ha! I ſaw her,-racks and tortures ! 
Hapleſs Pizarro,—what refiſtleſs beauty 

Zel. Stranger, whate'er thou art, a wandeter 
Whom milder fate has led to our retreat; 
Thy ſorrows have inſpir'd my ſoul with pity; 
The deepeſt anguiſh ſeems to rend thy boſom, 
Which friendly motives, prompt me to allay 
Tell me beneath what fatal woes thou groan'{t? 
Our ſhores, our woods, are not thy native ſoil, 
Thy dreſs and features tell me the reverſe, 


But men, in whatſoever climes diſpets'd, 


Who ſhare the light of one ſame glorious ſun, 
Are {till ally'd by nature, till are brothers. 

Pia. Amidſt the tumults that diſtra& my ſoul 
Scarce did thy gentle accents reach mine ear. 
From my companions, by a ſhipwreck driv'n, 
A month I wander on this deſert coaſt, 

The Gods purſue me, in my boſom glows 
A fatal poiſon, and it whirls my braio, 
Caſt on this ſhore, where I a brother ſeek, 
I am—(but why this unavailing ſpeech) 

L am a wretched mortal! aſkno more— 

Tel. It is enough to pity and conſole thee, 

Pia. When on thoſe ſhaggy rocks I firſt appear'd, 
There was a woman here; that woman fled, 
And the young maiden with her, 
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Zel. Tt was Zuma. | 

Piz. Zuma! (afide O powerful heay'n ! 

Zel. The ſame indeed 
That guilty Europe has ſo long oppreſs'd, 
She reign'd in wide Peru; her ſpring of life, 
Once happy, was ſoon clouded with diſtreſs. 
Her daughter ſtood beſide her, the laſt hope 

Piz. ( afide ) Her daughter!—tyrant love —forlorn 

Pizarro! 
Zel. What ſay'ſt thou? ſtranger, think not of thy ſor- 
rows, | 

Forget them in the boſom of the friend 
The hand of chance has thus beſtow'd on thee, , 
And let thy ſoul reſume its tranquil ſtate, 
Thy cares, whate'er they are, may be aſſuag d, 
To Zuma, to my mother, I'Il preſent thee, 

Piz. Far, very far I wiſh to ſhun her preſence ! 
I onght— 

Zel. Perhaps thou thinkeſt ſhe diſdain'd thee? 
Pardon the impulſe of a wounded mind 
That leads her to avoid the fight of men, 
A ſtranger, newly caſt upon our ſhore, 
She cou'd not ſee thee without ſome miſtruſt, 
But nuch thou ſeem' ſt to ſuffer : friendſhip mild 
Unites with pity in her gentle boſom, 

Going towards the cavern 

Zn come forth, the ſtranger you have ſeen 
Has known misfortune, and you need not fear him. | 
To melt our generous hearts to tender pit. 
His rights are ſacred—miſery and tears. 


(9:)) 
Piz. (afide) She comes, —kind heaven baniſh from 
ber thought 
The mem'ry of the woes my victory wrought. 


SCENE III. 


Piz ARBO, ZELISKAR, and ZUMA. 


Zuma. Unhappy ſtranger, judge not of me barthly, 

By the ſuſpicion fear at firſt infus'd. 

Fortune, whoſe ſad inconſtancy, I've felt, 

Makes me miſtruſtful, not inſenſible. 

Of little uſe to beings I muſt bate, 

I ſhun their preſence to abhor them leſs, 

And bury in eternal ſolitude 

The ſad remembrance of my former glory. 

Of this vaſt clime, which partly own'd my ſway, 

Europe has made the firmeſt empires bend. 

The univerſe unmov'd beheld my fall. 

I ſuffer calmly; freely ſpeak your thoughts. 

The more I mark your features, mare I ſee 

Thoſe of our tyrants, Europe's hated ſons. 

Drunk with our blood, and greedy of our ſpoils, 

Did you not once afliſt their cruelties? 

Pia. Her pointed ſpeech confounds me to the ſoul ! 
Aude. 

{ Confuſed and ready to diſcover his name 

Shall I confeſs it? Fate diſplays before u 
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Zuma. Proceed 

Piz. ¶ Recovering, in an altered tone) 
My keen remorſe, my bitter tortures.— 
I follow'd, in the thickeſt of the ſtorm, 
Thoſe, whom the conqueſt of a world ſeduc'd. 
My hands were crimſan'd with your ſubjects blood. 
Heav'n, to chaſtiſe me, here enchains my foot, 
And Zuma may, as far as ſhe thinks fit, 
Carry her vengeance tow'rds a fallen foe. 

Zuma. I do not hide my thoughts; my wounded heart 
| Nouriſh'd for years the paſſion of revenge: 
*Gainſt every Spaniard was its fury turn'd, 

But hatred rages in my breaſt no more. 
Twas fate impell'd you to aſſiſt their arms: 
An humbl'd enemy is ſoon forgiven : 
Yet there is one my clemency excepts, 
Happy if ever I can meet with him,— 
Pizarro's fon! If that inhuman wretch, 
To Zuma too well known, pin'd on this ſhore, 
My boſom would become inflexible. 
Fifteen long years have paſs'd fince that ſad day, 
When faintly by the taper's light I ſaw him 
Seeking my huſband, whom our butchers ſpar'd ; 
Mad from his brows to pluck the diadem, 
I ſaw bim plunge a poinard in his heart, 
Pia. Pizarro, ſay you? | 
Zuma. Aye—on him my rage 
Would wreak the deepeſt tranſports of revenge. 
Pia. (afide) T am no longer maſter of myſelf, 


She cannot poſſibly remember me 


En) 


Aloud) I pity you, and I condemn Pizarro. 
But if you knew his conflicts at this hour, 
The evils ſour misfortune ſhow'rs on him, 
Far from increaſing , you'd regret his pains. 
You are enough reveng'd! 

Zuma. Tis then from you 
T learn a ſtory that has made me happy. 
This welcome news is grateful to my ſoul, 
It makes me wiſh to ſooth your ſufferings, 
And now I feel ſincere concern for you. 

A daughter of the Inca's pureſt blood, 
Its laſt ſurviving hope, this happy day 
Unites to the dear youth who ſtands before vou. 
Let his felicity ſuſpend your grief, 

He will unite with me to make you happy, 

Pis. He will be bleſs'd then with her hand? 

Zuma. He will. 

Zel. The pleaſi ug hope to ſooth your cares 2 
Suſpended for awhile the hour of joy. 

But now I go to ſummon my brave friends, 
To witneſs the deſign'd ſolemnity. 

| Reft here, my mother will attend your wants, 
And let no tears diſgrace the feſtival 

Her goodneſs has provided for her ſon. 

Piz. Too generous beings, I accept your * 
But let this ever perſecuted heart, 

Whoſe paſt misfortunes are now chang'd to joy, 
Alone ſome moments recolle& itſelf! . 
Zel. We ſhall reſpe& your ſorrows and * 
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Zuma. I haſten to my daughter, thanking heaw'n, 


Whoſe equity in this propitious day 
Does innocence avenge, and guilt repay, 
(Exit Zuma and Zeliſtar) 


SCENE IV. 


PrzArro alone. 


Pix. Officious kindneſs, ill- tim'd hour of pity ! 
My ſhame, alas! will be the ſole reſult. 
Love then has thrown me in my victim's pow'r, 
Love undertakes Pizarro's puniſhment, 
He ſeeks me at the confines of the world, 
And in the hollow rocks has forg'd my chains, 
A burdenſome exiſtence I muſt hold 
From thoſe who juſtly hate my very name, 
To crown my miſeries a generous lover 
Points out the charms that I myſelf admire, 
The object that I wiſh to call my own. 
Generous! my rival! what the ſavage youth! 
I muſt reſpe& him, yet againſt my will. 
My choler riſes, Was thy conſcious heart, 
Pizarro, form'd to hate the name of virtue ? 
Ere the mad frenzy of theſe flames thou knew'ſt, 
Fraternal love alone engag'd thy thought, 
Helpleſs and hopeleſs now to ſee thy friends, 
Where thou ſhed'{t blood would'ſt thou ſolicit loye? 
O be thyſelf again, let juſtice reign; 
The clime that ſaw thy guilt muſt ſee thy ſufferings, 
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"Tis here—O vain confeſſion! it diſplays 
Its impotency, not my penitence. 
He traverſes the flage furiouſly, mean time the 

tempeſt, heard at a diſtance, burfls forth. 
The flage darkened ) 

But what dark veil hangs low'ring o'er the deep? 

The winds are loos' d; — tis night! the heavens groan! 

Amidſt the forked lightnings vivid flaſh 

I ſee tall veſſels ride the ſwelling waves. 

Beneath yon ſhelt'ring rocks they ſhun the ſtorm, 

Some Spaniſh chiefs have gain'd the friendly ſhore ; 

I fly to their aſſiſtance. Hope awakes, 

And future joy from horror's boſom takes, 


Exit. 


ACT IL 
SCENE I. 


ScenNt—4 nnen view of Rocks, Go. near the 
Cavern. 


Pizarro and FernanDEz, 


Fern. \ y HAT loffes does this happy day repair! 
Heav'n to our troops, reſtores Pizarro's son, 
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How do we bleſs the ſtorm and friend! y winds, 


Whoſe fury blew us to this deſert coaſt ! 


But there is ſomething that ſuſpends your joy ; 

Or whence the ſorrow that your looks portray ? 

You figh, my lord; your ey, N footſteps wander 
In filent conſternation o'er this clime. | 

Yon wild retreat, that ſolitary cave 

Seems but the haunt of monſters of the wood, 

Never till now beheld by human eye. 

Piz. O my Fernandez, would that heaven's wrath 
Had doom'd Pizarro to the ſavage beaſts, 

And freed him from the tortures he endures ! 

Fern. What mean theſe words? 

Piz. Liſten and pity me :— ; 
You know what motive led me to this clime; 
My days expoſing to their former ſtorms, 

Why I reſought the borders of Peru. 

My father learnt, from ſome obſcure reports, 
This ſhore conceal'd the youngeſt of his ſons, 
And, in his dying moments, made me ſwear 
T' attempt the fathoming of the myſtery. 

I ſail'd, but perſecuting fortune's frown 
Involves in deeper ſhades a brother's fate. 


Far from my fleet, divided by the winds, 


My veflel founder'd on the ſtormy waves: 
After a long and dreadful train of hardſhips 
Myſelf alone attain'd the fatal ſhore, 


When ſuddenly a voice alarm'd mine ear: 
Friendleſs, alone, it only rouz'd my fears, 


I ſtoppꝰ d, and by a tuft of trees conceal'd,, a," 
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Obſery'd the features of a foreſt youth: 
Some new emotion ſtruck me at this ſight, 


© The ſure foreranner of approaching eviii. 


A ſtriking beauty at his fide appear'd, 

A treaſure nature gave this barb'rous ſoil ; 

Both, in the blooming ſpring of early youth, 
Breath'd gentleſt love, and peace, and innocence. 
The heavens for them renew'd thoſe bliſsful days 
That man in fair creation's morning knew: - 
Their charms untainted by corroding cares, 
Blameleſs and pure, they liv'd without alarms, 
And both in their ingenuous looks preſery'd 

The firſt impreſſions of their maker, God. 

Shall I confeſs it? Whether it was fate, 

Or folly, or the ceaſeleſs wrath of heav'n, 

This fight, that daily from yon rocks I view'd, 
Was a ſad ſnare infidious love had plann'd. 

At firſt I thought a higher ſentiment . 

Drew my reſpect towards their innocence : 

But ſoon their mutual paſſion in my breaſt 
Awaken'd ſighs and kindl'd raging flames. 

With my young rival I was fore incens'd, 

His peaceful happineſs increas'd my pain. 
Oftimes I thought to tear ber from his arms, 
Reſpect and love himſelf reſtrain'd the deed, 
Thus have I ſpent a month upon the coaſt, 
A ſecret witneſs of ſuch tort'ring bliſs, | 
Supporting the ſad burden of my chains, 
Conſuming hunger, and the parching heats 
That ſharpen the keen edge of jealouſy, 
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And add new fuel to the dang'rous fire 

"Twas but this day that a new impulſe urg d me - 

To ſeek their preſence, and deſcend the rocks. 

| You ſee yon cavern, at the mountain's foot d 

*Tis in that dark receſs, a tomb of nature, 

A God, of ſuch bright objects ſurely ys 

Buries the faireſt pair he ever form'd, | 

Surpriz'd at me, but moy'd at my diſtreſs, 

Their pity bas ſubdu'd the voice of fear, 

And, unſuſpicious of my ardent love, 

They mutually have offer'd me their friendſhip, 

So well the human heart, by vice unſtain'd, 

Of divine goodneſs wears the genuine ſtaimp. | 
Fern. Your cares will ceaſe, fince fate reſtores vou 

friends, 

And ſheds a milder influence on your loye, 

Our ardour—— 
Piz. Hold!—an unreſiſting 2.8 

Is not the only danger I'm expos'd to. . 

The beauty that enſlaves me, for whom thus 

Spain and the univerſe I have forgot, 

Will never liſten to my amorous vows. 

This hand committed murder on her race, 

And ſharp' ning hatred's pointed ſting againſt me, 

Her mother's preſent in this deſert wild. 

Her mother, my ſevereſt, juſtleſs ſoe: 

To ſum up all—'twas Zuma, gave her being. | 
Fern. What are your hopes then ? "my this fatal 

place, 
And ſhow Pizarro to your mourning friends. 
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Your watchful foldiers, cloſe by yonder rocks, 
Collect the ſhips that have eſcap'd the ſtorm ; 
Let us abandon this unhappy ſhore. 
Pia, And ſhall Pizarro fly, and tamely bear 

The cruel pangs of tort'ring jealouſy ? 

Do you not know that love has ever found 
This heart to its impreſſions all alive? 
The Spaniard, proud een of his jealouſy, 
Diſdains to quit the treaſure he aſpires to. 
Midſt perils, bolder grown by obſtacles, 
We chaſe the objects that allure our ſenſe. 
Love, to thy powr'ful empire I ſubmit, |. 

And kiſs the very dart that pierces me. 
In theſe lone deſerts I am tir'd of ſeeking 
A brother, fate has purpos'd to conceal ; 
Fate makes me faithleſs to a father's will, 
Conſuming me with flames its wrath has kindl'd, 
Or is it here perhaps a deeper blow 

Let us prevent it by the firſt attempt. 
Since time from Zuma's memory has eras'd 
The features and the form of him ſhe hates, 

Th' oblivion is propitious to my hopes. 

My rival then ſhall feel Pizarro's pow'r. 
What, ſhall their paſſive love, in peace begun, 
That cold attention kindles but by halves, 
Triumph o'er mine, that has been fed with ſighs, 
And ſwell'd by deep conſtraint and keen defire ? 
No, —I will blaſt at once their hateful union; 

I feet the fury of my rifing paſſions, 

Jam Pizarro ſtill:— their mutual love 

To me is an unpardonable inſult, 

0 


Ambition is an univerſal charm. 
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Fern. But if kind fortune, watchful of your good, 
From Zuma's memory could eraſe your form,— 
If the imperious hand of love himſelf 
Wouldthus unite you to your ancient foes, 
To conquer them employ ſuperior arms, 


Peru's rich throne is ſtill beneath your pow'r, 

Tell Zuma her loſt rights ſhall be reſtor'd, 

And meriting whatever you aſpire to, 

With her conſent ſecure yourſelf a crown. 
Piz. The counſel's wiſe, and I will follow it. 

Go, carefully colle& our friends ; the few 

That have eſcap'd the fury of the ſtorm, 

But tell them to reſpe& yon ſavage cave, 

It holds an object dearer than my life, 

If poſſible I will not win her heart 

By bloodſhed, but I need much eloquence 

T' induce her mother to make me its Lord. 

Zuma approaches. She's diſturb'd—retire, _ 
Fern, With your braye ſoldiers ſhortly I return. 


(Exit Fern, ) 


4 SCENE: It. 


Preanno and Zuu a. 


Zuma. Whoe' er thas art diſpel my rikng fears, 
The woods re-echo with the din of nc 1086 
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I ſaw myſelt a barh'rous train of ne | 

The tempeſt's refuſe, wand'ring on the ſhore. 

A tender care has to the neighb'ring tribe | 

Led brave Zeliſkar, who alone cou'd ſhield us. 

Will you then be our friend? 

Piz. Be not alarm'd ; 

Zuma, tis not for you to harbour fear. | 

Too long have I conceal'd my boſom's thoughts, 

But fortune, that now cheers me with her ſmiles, 

Has to my wiſhes, on this Aeſert ſoil, 

Reſtor'd my brave companions from the ſea. 

They give my gratitude an ample ſcope. 

Forget your cares, forget your deep revenge ; = 

All ſhall be chang'd, the late long dreaded foe 
Shall raiſe your walls, now mould'ring in the duſt, 

And on your brows replant the diadem, 

Zuma. No, I have felt the pond'rous weight too 
long. 

Far e' en from envying its deceitful 3 

Who once has known its cares, will pity thoſe 

Condemn'd to wear the bauble of a crown. 

My preſent peace, that I ſo ſoon may loſe, . 

Has ever ſcorn'd to dwell with regal pomp. 

Friendſhip and kings are very far-eſtrang'd ; 

Blind favors tend to make ungrateful friends. 

When they have ſubjects, worthy of their loye, 

They are remov'd or willingly retire ; 

Envy and malice drive them from the court. 

Let then our tyrants find theſe ſad effects, 

1 foorn the from of the foes I hate. 
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Pardon theſe words; they do not aim 0 
The privilege of ſorrow is complaint. 
You know that for your ſake I have withheld 
The arrow vengeance deſtin'd for your life; 
Nor did Iev'n indeed avail myſelf 
Of any lawful right to encreaſe your ſufferings. 
Deign then, I aſk you, if that power you have; 
To lead thoſe ſoldiers from our calm retreat. 
Shall not the filent gloomy haunt of beaſts 
Afford a poor aſylum to the wretched! 
Away then, let my throbbing boſom ſee 
Some ſparks of virtue ſtill adorn a foe. 

Pix. Since in your fight I only have found grace, 
Since pity to reſentment has ſucceeded, 
For your lov'd ſubjects, for your child, at leaſt, 
Accept the offers of a generous heart. 
Learn how far fate, that nothing can withſtand, 
Has made you miſtreſs of an enemy: 
Your enemy no more, A daughter's charms 
Have burſt the barrier hatred had impos'd, 
And from her countenance I drew the flames, 
The ſecret fire that preys upon my vitals— - 
Confuſion overwhelms me whilſt I ſpeak, 
Before you lowly do I bend my knees: 
Zuma, you have enſlav'd your conqueror. 
Love triumph-, cancelling every paſt offence, 
Here let him, at the confines of the earth, 
Unite two hearts divided by the ſeas ; 
Let him diſarm proud Europe, and let peace 
Wave her fair banners round the happy globe, 
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vhs Sat proje&! gracious heay'n, how ſtrange 
an union! 


I willingly forget your adverſe arm 
Was of our firſt diſtreſs the fatal tool, 
But that your guilty love would thus requite, 
The friendſhip and the pity you experienc'd, 
And from Zeliſkar raviſh in an hour 
The prize that conſtancy reſerv'd for love 
Ingrate! what odious form will you affume ? 
I once rely'd upon your gratitude ! ' 1 
This is the European's ſenſe of juſtice, 3 
Piz. You then reject the ſervice of a foe, 
The favors of an humbled conqueror ? 
Zuma. Your favors! 
Pis. Hal—but yet awhile be calm (afde) 
Zuma, arouze not hatred from its flumber. 
I know no meaſure when my hopes are blaſted, 
You are not conſcious whom you thus offend. 
Zuma. I know thee, ceaſe barbarian, to diſſemble. 
Malice is burſting from thy wicked heart. 
To judge not of our many conq'rors wrong, 
In one ſame balance we muſt weigh them all. 
Pia. Zuma, you wrong me deeply, wrong a beart, 
More dreadful, and more ready to revenge, 
Since it has but to will ; when better known, 
I find it muſt meet only your diſdain, 
Zuma. What is by name then, ſtranger?—this new 
inſult, . 
Join'd to the marks that paſſion has portray d, 
Makes me belieye—juſt heaven, avert my horror! 
0 3 
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My ſenſes are appall'd with ſudden ſear! a 
Arſwer? doſt thou turn pale? thou wilt not ſpeak! 
Thou art aſham'd to name'thyſelf!—'tis ſo! 
Suſpicions black as night affail my lips, | - 
| | | They tremble at the name they muſt pronounce. 
| But what are theſe? 


SCENE III. 


. 
: 


Pizarro, Zuma, FernanDez and Spaniards 


Fern. I have obey'd your orders. 
Your faithful and impatient troops, my Lord, 
No longer could contain their boundleſs joy, "hs 
And come to join the chief whoſe death they mourn'd. ' 
Zuma, Their chief! why did I doubt? Pizarro' 60nd 
Stern hatred told me. 
| Pis. Ves, I am Pizarro, 
That ſpilt your blood, and whom avenging heaven 
Bids tremble in your ſight with love and rage. 
Puniſh me then; you may, but dread to utter 
Words that would pierce me to the very heart. 
Dread leaſt deſpair ſhould make me fling on you 
The darts that heav'n has launch'd againſt Pizarro. 
Zuma. Shade of my huſband that perceiv' my ire, 
Thou whom his fall drew next, my country's God, 
Shades of my ſubjects injur'd but too long, A : 
Heaven is juſt, and has aveng'd you all! 
. Fen in the ſleep of death ye taſte of joy 
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And thou, fond love, that fate alone inſpir'd, 
Thou, that dragg ſt every where to th” altars foot 
Th' oppreflor and th' oppreſs'd, both weak alike, 
O! revenge Zuma of Pizarro's deeds, _ 
And plunge thy darts into his hated boſom ! 
There is a cruel one, a dart thy wrath 
Oft fixes deeply in the jealous heart, 
| And be it his this day When he perceives 
My child receive the rival youth ſhe loves, 
Then let him die with madneſs! ſtrike him, love, 
Tho' I were doom'd to periſh that ſame inſtant ! 

Piz. All my reſpect at this preſumption's gone. 

Soldiers, obey Pizarro ; ſtop theſe threats. 
Pierce the deep gloom of yonder hideous cave, 
And bear away the obje& of my love. 
Away! 


(Zuma throws herſelf before the cavern) 

Zuma. Alas! forgive her trembling mother : | 
Forgive the frantic fallies of her voice. 
Unmov'd, can't thou behold thoſe ſavage troops 
Graſp, with their blood-ftain'd hands, my tender child, 
And drag her dying from her mother's eyes? 
If to the ſhrieks of woe thine ears are deaf, 
Oh! ſpare at leaſt the object of thy love! 
Tis thou who, where thou found' ſo many charms, 
Would bring the pangs of terror and deſpair? 
Amidſt the tranquil deſerts, happineſs - 
As yet around Azelia ſweetly ſmiles, 
Pizarro, muſt ſhe to thy paſſion owe 
Misfortunes, that ſhe never might have known? 
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Piz, What words are thele? 'tis your's to calm my 
rage ; 
Oh, how you taunt me with Oe + reproo 1 
But ſee, ſhe comes. 


( Jxelia enters terrified, and runs to Zuma.) 


SCENE IV, © 


PrzamRo, Zuma, AzzLI A, Fernanve:z end Troops. 


Aze. My mother! 

Zuma, My Azelia! 
Come and enfold thy loving arms in mine, 
And ſeek thy only comfort in my boſom. 

Aze. Alas! what unknown dangers threaten me! 
Who are the ſavage ſtrangers I perceive? 
In their fierce looks in vain I ſeek the God 
+ That after his own image form'd mankind. 
No, I read in them other ſentiments. 
But ſee their fury on a ſudden ſtops, 
They cannot brook the pity we inſpire. 
Where is Zeliſkar ? 

Zuma. Be more calm, Azelia,— 
Her burning tears begin to ſtream with mine: 
Monſters, can ye withſtand ſuch powerful arms? 
Will nothing ſtop you? not our painful fighs ?— _ 

( the Spaniards advance ) 

Ha! you would tear her from ber dying mother? 


Piz. Stop, friends. 
(a filence enſues) 
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Zuma. Azelia, let us fly, my love. 

Th' auſpicious pow'r of heav'n has check'd their rage. 
Come, and maternal love ſhall ſhelter thee ; 

It conquers ſtrength, and it appalls the bold, 

It draws reſponſive ſounds from hearts of ſteel, 

O] juſt and terrible God; complete thy work; 

Before their frighted eyes thou ſhew'ſ the paſs; 

I follow thee, 


( Exit Zuma and Axelia) 


SCENE V. 


| Pizarro and Spaniards. 
Piz. Brave Spaniards, it is you 
Muſt once again reſtore the hopes I loſt, 
This ſcene I could not without tears ſuſtain, 
And to your zeal may put a ſtop again: 
Haſte then, purſue them; be it your's to wed 
Love, pity, keen remorſe and filent dread. 
Exit ſoldiers one way after Zuma, 
Piz. and Fern. another.) 


ACT 
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** = ** 105 | 
ACT ut. 
SCENE I: = 

Sexne—A view of the Country. 


' Zoma Alone. 


Zuma. My daughter! O deſpair! unhappy 
mother! 8 

Barbarians, to rob Zuma of her life! 

They tore my child away, and this weak arm 
Could not revenge the inj'ry in their blood. 

I could not follow them ! a fruitleſs ſearch 
Drives me where chance directs my wand'ring ſteps. 
Was it in ſuch a horrid wood as this 

My child's ſweet days and mine could flow ſo happy? 
Night, and deſpair, and horror chill my ſoul. | 
Zeliſkar comes not! I am left to tears ! 

The life he owes me is a life of ſorrow. 
He ſhuns me!—hut I wrong his gen'rous boſom, 

See where he haſtens, breathing joy and love. 


SCENE II. 


Zuma, ZRxLIskAR and Peruvians. 
4 | | 


Zel. Felicity conducts me back to Zuma, 
Nor will it more deſert us. Theſe kind friends 
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Will witneſs my approaching nuptials. 
But where's Azelia? what portend thoſe tears? 
Zuma. Azelia's torn from us by robbers ! 
Zel. Oh!—— 
But how ?—— 
Zuma. Pizarro's here!—is at our . 
Furious, environ'd, by a hoſt of foes. 
"Twas he whoſe artful ſighs deceiy'd us both. 
Learn by theſe marks the author of my wrongs 
'Tis for my child he burns; fierce raviſhers 
Obey'd his lawleſs will, and bore her off, 
Zel. The monſter !—and I fondly thought. t grief, 
Dear ſhall he rue the pity he miſled! ' 
( To the Peruvians ] To vengeance, 2 theſe vain 
regrets avail not. 
Pluck off yon boughs, the weapons of the woods; 
Let us chaſtize this daring inſolence, 
And reſcue fair Azelia from his arms. 
Zuma. You fly to ruin not to victory. 
How ſhall this little hoſt alone prevail? 
Go rather find their chief: tell him our wrongs; 
Let a whole people range beneath your ſtandard; 
Pizarro cannot now eſcape from us, 
The adverſe winds impede his ſwelling ſails. 
By yonder path that leads towards the beach 
Il wait him, and will try to curb my paſſion. 
Againſt a foe, that is above the la -,, 
All ſtratagems are lawful ; but I hate them, 
And I will puniſh him for driving me 


To this neceſſity, 
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Tel. Mean time my care 
Parr 
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SCENE III. 
Zum alone. 


Zuma. Sprung from our tyranits, yet I call him ſon, 
O heaven for their ruin nerve his arm, | 
And for thyſelf preſerve in theſe rude wilds 
Some blameleſs hearts on whom thou may ſt look down 
Benignly. Hark! 'tis well; Pizarro bends 
Towards me: then my pray'rs are heard=my friends 
Are fafe—they paſt unſeen—but yet my plans 
May fail by his eſcape. To keep him then 
We muſt with well-feigned hopes amuſe his ear. 
Can I? He is alone; my weeping child's 
Diſtracting fears I ſhall not need to combat. 
Enough LI hate him to conceal that hate. 


SCENE IV. 
Zona and Przanro, 


Pia. Zuma! "Us love alone that leads me back, 
Blaming the baſty tranſports I indulg'd, 


And adding to his flames ſevere remorſe. 


n 
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Bleſt in the ſweet poſſeſſion of Azelia, 
I might defy all ſtorms, and bear her off, 
Revenge my late repulſe, deſpiſe your tears, 
And leave the woods to your ſuperfluous cries, 
But on myſelf alone I wreak revenge. 
Already, to chaſtize my late miſdeed, 
Since I have held your daughter in my pow'r, 
I have deny'd myſelf her pleafing fight. 
I now do more, reſtore a mother's rights, 
And expect happineſs from your conſent. 
To you I fain would owe return to virtue. 
Complete the work that love has thus commenc'd, 
And learn that the diſgrace of a refuſal, 
May make me eyer deaf to virtue's voice, 
That oftentimes the deepett guilt proceeds 
From penitence unheeded and 1 

Zuma. My lord, 1 

Pia. Hither, by my orders led, 
Tour daughter too ſhall hear my doom pronounc' d. 

Zuma. My daughter! 

Pix, Weigh our mutual intereſts, 
And to determine mark which beam perpends, 
She comes, 

Zuma. Unbappy girl, thy tender mother 
Muft wound thy gentle unſuſpicious heart! 
What conflicts will EY raiſe? 
But it muit be! 
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SCENE V. 


Przanzo, zune, IA, aid Guards 
Aze. Whither are you 275 me? 
Is my poor mother torn from me for ever?  - 
Zuma. No, my child, no—their violence ſhall ſoo 
Meet a——but peace! be firm, my riſing heart! 904” 
Piz. Zuma, pronounce the ſentence of my fate. 
Zuma. (Anxiouſly ad her daughter while ſhe 


beals) 


Zuma has felt the folly of Sante. 

Innocence ſurely was reſerv'd for you 

To burſt the fatal bonds of enmity. 

*Tis not for me to blame the will of heav'n, 

That ſends protectors when we dreaded tyrants; 

That honoring with propitious ſmiles our clime, 

Makes love his agent here to fix Pizarro. 

But wait till her reluctance is o'ercome. +  . 

My daughter! Tears bedew her pallid cheeks. 

My ſpirits are oppreſs'd: ah, poor Azelial. 
Aze. Impoſſible! It was not you that ſpoke! 
Piz. Obey your mother, in a conqueror's arms. 

Glory recalls you to your ancient crown; 

Enjoy the triumph beauty has acquir'd,. 

To mend the morals, curb th' unruly will, 

And breathe its ſoftneſs into minds that yet 

Have never known to bend. Wearing your fetters, 
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Upon the throne, that you ſhall ſpread with bleſſings, 
My heart, repenting of the woes I caus'd, 
Will be entirely chang d from what it was, 
And court the virtue that your charms adorn: 
Long, very long I liv'd the child of guilt, 
Speak but the word, Pizarro is reform'd. 
Axe. Trembling, and all amaz'd at what I hear, 
Scarce can I credit theſe alarming ſounds, 
Againſt me would ev'n nature arm itſelf, 
Make me the wages of my country's woes, 
Unite me to the murd'rer of my fire? 
No: never did I hear theſe ſentiments, 
It was my terror only whiſper'd them. 
Zuma, to virtue by your precepts train'd 
My ſoul breathes all your native cles: 
Be then my judge, and anſwer for a heart, | 
Whoſe love Pizarro rudely dares to claim. 
Zuma. My daughter! That ſhe could but read my 
eyes! | (aſide) 
Piz. No, theſe excuſes never can avail. 
Your ſorrow for a fallen father only | 
Breathes ſcorn to me, and favor to a rival, 
I loſt a brother in our firſt diſputes, | 
And this has ſatisfied a father's ſhade, 
But tell me who this puny riyal i? | 
What title bas he to your kind eſteem, n 
What rank, what honors? ws 
Aze. Virtue, innocence, 
For ſuch are rank and grandeur i in our woods. | 
Azelia owes Zeliſkar a all her love; 5 . 


, 
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The link that binds. us with our "A ww 
Zuma, e'en from our cradles, took delight 
In cheriſhing the growing ſeeds of fondneſs. 
"Tis he alone—diftration! whilſt my voice 
Utters this language and aſſerts his right, 
Perhaps a victim to your guilty pride, 
A captive alſo, I pronounce his doom. 
Speak, for the horrid thought o'erpowers my ſenſes, 
And drives dewilder'd reaſon from her ſeat. 
Who will conſole forlorn Azelia? 
My mother !—all are filent—Woe is me! 
Zuma. It is too much to hear her ſufferings! 
Thy ſoul, Azelia's worthy of thy mother's. 
Zeliſkar lives, and lives'in liberty ; | 
My happy vigilance ſecur'd his courage. 
Hark! I already hear amidſt the woods 
The ſhouts of vengeance, terrible to guilt, 
Pis. Zuma | 
Zuma. There is no longer need to feign. 
My brave defenders are beyond thy reach, 
Piz. Traitreſs ! | 
Zuma. And did Pizarro think that Zuma 
Would ſacrifice her child to him? He might. 
But Zuma has conceal'd the blow ſhe plann'd, 
And if her fortitude has bow'd at laſt, 
At leaſt ſhe robb'd him of the hours he needs 
To arm againſt Zeliſkar and his friends. 
Call it a weak or a perfidious deed, 
To you I ſcorn to juſtify it; and that name, 
The name of traitreſs, which my ſoul abhors, 


I willingly accept to N d 
Of you, Pizarro. 
Piz. Theſe Peruvian friends . 
Are then your mighty hopes? Not ſmoke iilel 
Shall vaniſh ſooner. Range the foreſts, ſoldiers, 
Ard let your thunder pour its deadly bolts 
On theſe avengers,—falling by your arms, 
Now ſhall they ſee if weakneſs ſuch as theirs 
Can cope with us. h by 
{ To an officer, pointing to Zuma) 
Away with that vile obje&! | 
Aze. Ha! dar'ſt thou? -O my mother !— 
Piz. Bear her off. | 
Zuma. Hope ſtill, Azelia. Lanes - | 
Fetter my bands with chains, my heart ſhall yet 
Exult in all its native liberty. | 
Exit Zuma and Spaniards 7 


SCENE VI. 
Pizarro and — 


( Aselia goes to \ follow her mother „ Pizarro detains 
her, ſhe draws back a * feps, and falls on 
ker knees) * | 

Axe, Finiſh at once my ſorrows . life. 
Can nothing bend the fierceneſs of Pizarro? 
( Pizarro raiſes her) 
D 
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The torrents of my tears ſhall not prevent 
My words from reaching your obdurate heart. 
Would it be virtue in another clime 
Thus to reſiſt them, and to brave the pray'rs, / 
To ſhut the ears againſt misfortune's cry ? 
No, I can never think this joy exiſts, 
For pity touches the moſt ſavage breaſt, 
And nature's language every where's the ſame, 
I read a dawning pity in your eyes. | 
Involuntary crimes have made you ftart. 
Repentance comes, it ſpeaks, it can reſtore. 
Eſteem, when ſofter ſentiments muſt fail. 
The mother, daughter, ſubje&s will forget, 
If you repent, their wrongs and your offence. 
Why turn away, why ſeek to hide thoſe tears? 
O they have charms beyond what you can think. 
Be but the glorious conqu'ror of yourſelf, 
More than a lover, be the firſt of friends. 
Piz. O how the ſweetneſs of her voice enchants nie! 

*Tis virtue ſpeaks by her ingenuous lips; — 
Y feel myſelf compell'd—Cruel! beware, 
Exert not thus thy fatal pow'r againſt me, 
O wond'rous empire of a timid ſex, 
If truly it commands when it implores, 
If to diſpoſe of hearts it only needs 
To drop ſome tears from its enchanting eyes! 
"Thoſe tears add fuel to the dang'rous _ 

Cannot 
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SCENE VI, 


PrzARRO, Azria, FernanDEz, and Spaniards. : 


Fern. My lord, the voice of danger ſummons you. 
A numerous troop of hoſtile ſavages 
Already riots in the blood of Spain. 
They gather from all fides, Death ſeconds them: 
But in our chains their deſperate chief's ſecur d, 
Who, willing to avoid our chaſtizement, 
Seeks in your name t' appeaſe his conquerors, 
And to our ſoldiers ſwears this deſert ſnore, 
Among its rocks, conceals your long-loſt brother; 
That he is living here— 

Pia. My brother, ſayſt thou? 
This news may for a time ſuſpend my plans. 
"Tis thou, O love, within my perjur'd boſom 
That would betray the ſacred calls of nature! 
If I have bow'd to thy tyrannic pow'r 
O ſave a much-lov'd brother from my foes. - - 
I ſhould prevent them { ſpeaking to his troops ) 

You are anſwerable 

For this fair lady. Mean time, good Fernandez, 
Speak to this Cacique, let your well-known prudence 
Unveil th" 1 ſecret to me only. 
G0 1— 

Fern. No, I follow you; Aab rode drm 
You ſhall not thus alone expoſe yourſelf. 

D 3 
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Fierce thro' the ET MY thro' fire, and death itſelf, 
Encouraging the ardour of his friends, 
Zeliſkar comes to win back his belov'd. 
© Thunder againſt ſuch multitudes is uſeleſs. 
At every ſtep their numbers ſeem to grow. 
Pix. March, we muſt conquer, and not count the foe, 


ACT IV. 


: SCENE I. 
Scenn—A foreft. - 


ZELISKAR, AzELIA, and Peruvians, 


Zel. Deazesr Azelia, are you then teftor'd ? 
Love has preſerv'd my life for your defence, 
O be the gentle ſharer of my joy ; 
And terror let our tyrants only feel, 

(To the Peruvians) 
Generous 1 of our glorious arms, 
Friends - worthy friends you fag and you "Rn 

conquer d. 


B 
5 


6 

Heaven bend upon us thy indulgent eyes, 
For innocence has triumph'd over guilt 
The faireſt fight that virtue can enjoy. a 
But why theſe ſighs, Azelia? - they diſtreſs me. 
Axe. O, my Zeliſkar, my whole heart is your's. 
The dangers you have lately bray'd for me + 
Have bound my, heart to you in ſtronger chains, 
But horror chequers this delightful hour. 
Where is my mother? tell me,—is ſhe ſafe? 
Alas! ſhe groans beneath the tyrant's pow'r, 
And nature bluſhes at the ſmiles of love. 
The Gods ſhield only innocence by halves; 
We muſt forego our union for her ſake. 

Zel. Let not thy boſom harbour theſe alarms. 
The bare ſuſpicion would renew my pain, 
A numerous troop of our companions ſtill 
Combat for Zuma's reſcue near yon rocks. 
Can I to others venture your defence ? 
But it was Zuma that preſerv'd Zeliſkar, 
And ſhe muſt owe her ſafety to his arm. 
O cruel conflict, how it rends my ſoul ! | 
Gratitude Love! — O why do ye thus claſh? 
The hour of woe was ne'er {o keen as this, 

Axe. Perils environ us on every fide, 
And terror chills my heart. If T am dear, 
O pity my diſtreſs, and ſeek my mother! 
I follow you, e'en in the thickeſt woods, 
Fearleſs of every thing with my Zeliſkar. 
My faithful heart, does. on a lover's arm, 
More than on thouſands place its confidence, 
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Your life as well as mine belongs to Zuma, 
And nature's rights precede the rights of love. 
Zel. Zuma has conquer d: with delight I yield 
To ſweet Azelia and our mutual fears: 
I Hy to ſave her, yes, it is my duty. 
Follow me not, but ſeek the deepeſt woods. 
Friends, guard her from our hated tyrant's fight, 
Not dearer is the fountain of my life 
Than the lov'd object truſted to your care. 
O, my Azelia, muſt we * again? 
Adieu. 
Axe. My heart inns feels your conflicts. 
Zel. Oh, take her from my arms, friends! 
Are. Tis too much !— 
Think of my mother's ſad captivity. 


Zel. I will — But hal- mark where my furious rival 


Over expiring corſes bends his way. 

We muſt preſerve Azelia from his hands. 
Friends, in this danger, it is our's to wait, 
Leſs ready to attack than to defend, 
Plant yourſelves round me. 


SCENE II. 


ZzLtsk AR, AzELIA, and Peruvians; PizARRO, and 


Pix, Fury—there they are! 
Audacious rival, tremble at thy joy. 
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The meaſure of thy woes is now complete, 
Thy mother's life is wholly in my pow'r, 
A thouſand inſults ſpur me to revenge. 
 Reftore Azelia to my arms again, 
To Zuma's fafety make the ſacrifice, 
Or in ber death thy puniſhment begins, 
Atte. Ahl— | 
Pis. Doubtleſs at the fight of death e en Zuma 
Will tell thee 'tis a duty to diſarm. 
Let her appear. 
Zel, Friends, het a cruel Rroke! 


SCENE III. 


The ſame and Zuna. 


(The ſcene opens; Zuma appears chained on the brow 
of a rock, a troop of Spaniards round her, one of 
them kolds a drawn ſword) © | 


Zuma. I know Pizarro's hope and thus I anſwer : 
Till now I've brav'd the injuries of fate, | 
Try if the fear of death can bend my ſoul. 
Unhappy victims, whom the gods abandon 
To lordly guilt, if yet I may exact, 
And that I ſurely may, an oath from each 
Of ſure obedience ; promiſe to obſerve 
What in the hour of death I ſhall command. 
Axe. Yes, by my love, I ſwear, 
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Zuma. And you, Zeliſkar, 
Swear alſo. 
wr Ns ah Never did Zeliſkar yet | 
obey Zuma. | 
Zuma. Hear then my reſolve ;— 
Zeliſkar, I am in my rival's pow'r, 
But my Azelia is in thine. Thy arms 
Have won her from the ſavage monſter's graſp. 
Whatever plans his cruelty may form, 
Bend not, reſiſt them, and preſerve my child. 
If o'er my boſom gleams the threat'ning ſword, 
hee firm, and ſhrink not at the horrid fight ; 
| I ſhall behold it with indifference. 
This I command, and thou, Azelia, 
Deſert not him to whom thou art betroth'd. 
He'll fight for thee, and let thy fortitude 
Avenge my death on that deteſted man. 
The bittereſt pang that he can ever feel 
Will be to ſee you mutually bleſt. 
Let nothing part you; if you're doom'd to fall, 
Let your laſt gaſp be breath'd before Pizarro. 
I have * oaths—to break them is a crime. 


(To the armed ſoldier) 


Now, ſoldier, fearleſs pierce thy victim's boſom. 
Axe; My mother! 
Zel. Why impoſe theſe fatal oaths? 
Zuma! 
Pix. Fierce, Zamas dread my H_ revenge. 
Your own hard heart has juſtly teel'd Pizarro's, 
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No bridle, no regard reſtrains me more. | 
Now, ſoldier, plunge the lord into her heart. 


Axe. Barbarian! _ | 100 
Zuma. Daughter, turn away thing eyes. *» 1 
Pix. Strike! * 


(Azelia goes from Zeliſtar fo Piaarro) 8 
Axe. It is nature calls me to her aid. N 
She cancels every empty oath we made. | 
Zel. Come on, my friends. 
Piz. Stop, or the ſword again. 
Axe. It is for us he feels, attack him thus 
And you will conquer. Be it ſo! Not here 
Shall nature be betray d. His generous love 
Will not permit him to encreaſe my pains. 
But what my fear has on that love impos'd, 
Adds, tho' you part us, to my conſtancy. 
Zel. Yes, to ſave Zuma I reſign Azelia; 
Terror has chain'd me to this hated place. 
But thou, whoſe threats prevail'd o'er manly courage, 
Who tak'ſt th' advantage of my filial love, 
The maſter of a treaſure not thine own, 
Bluſh at thyſelf, thou dar'ſt not fight for it. 
Command theſe objects hence, whoſe fight alone 
Recalls the horror that I lately felt, 
The tender daughter, the maternal breaſt, 
O'er which the threat ning ſword ſtill ſeems to hang, 
Snatch them from murder and the chance of war, 
And then we'll fight, and valout ſhall at leaſt 
Excuſe thy treachery, or avenge m * Wrongs, 
| Seal dead ſt thou to conſent? ö 


Ga 
Pia. It ſhall be fo. 5 
Eaſy on what my boſom valu'd moſt, 
Now ſhall thy hatred have full ſcope to act, 
And courage only ſhall obtain the fair. 
Soldiers, away | 
Zuma. Juſt heay'n, protect my ſon. | 
| Exit Zuma and Axe. with Guard: 
Zel. Now then, barbarian, thou ſhalt _—_ my 


f heart. 
Or pierce thine,—Come on! | . they draw ) 


SCENE IV. 


Przanno, ZEgLISKAR and Fzxnanver, 


Fern. Reſtrain this fury. 
Wretched Zeliſkar! you, Pizarro, hearken, 
And ſpare yourſelves the anguiſh of remorſe. 
come to ſave you both from horrid guilt. 
Believe me, were you mutually known, 
Either would ſhed his blood to expiate it, 

el. Guilt! O my God! 
Pix. And ſhall I ſtay my arm? 
Fern. (to Pizarro) If any ought to tremble, it is 
you. 

You know the oaths a father has exacted, 
The myſtery alſo that your reſtleſs mind 
Preſs'd me to force from this Peruvian chief. 
He could not hide it from my careful ſearch. 
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Uncertain what your pleaſure may deeree, 
I dare not tell it in your rival's preſence. 
But in this horrid conteſt I muſt ſay ; 
That againſt Spaniſh blood, you both are arm'd. » * 
Piz. More what's to come alarms me! ſay no more, 
Zel. And what is this fame Spaniſh blood to me? 
Far from the parents bred that gave me life, 
Where I found love found my family. 
This wood's my country, and the ſtranger's friend 
Who taught me virtue, is indeed my mother. 
A fellow citizen's, or a Spaniard's name, 
Is that a tye ſufficient to reſtrain 
The blows of vengeance on the head of guilt? 
Before you taught me I ſhould fear mankind 
1 reckon'd every man my fellow creature, 
You robb'd me of a boſom form'd for love, 
And in its room inſtill'd your venemous paſſions, 
Your manners make me hate my native ſoil, 
Therefore my arm ſhall not now heſitate. 
Piz. But there are firmer and more ſacred ties, 
Form'd to unife the wildeſt of mankind, 
That in regretting even I revere, 
Ziel. Ties! what new thought is this? tis _—_ 
indeed! 
Is it a crime that can indeed diffuade ?— 
It muſt be dreadful! it appalls Pizarro. 
Piz. And it has made you tremble, 
Zel. Well it might! 
Proceed then, and more fully let me know ?— 


(to Fern.) 
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Piz. Beware! | 
Zel. I do infiſt on't— 
Pi. Let us firſt 
Remove the jealous obſtacle of lows 
"Whoſe future ſentence will decide our fate. 
This moment of ſuſpended fight perhaps, 
Zeliſkar, may not be entirely loſt. 
I muſt be freed of all uncertainties, 
And I will queſtion the Peruvian chief. 
Whatever he unfolds, or I reſolve, 
I never will forſake theſe fatal ſhores 
Without imparting it; the choice ſhall then 
Be your's to combat, or obey my will. 

Zel. And muſt I then conſent to this delay? 
Give me your oath, 

Piz. Take it. Azelia, too 3 
My captains, pledges of that oath, ſhall keep, 
A ſacred charge the conq'ror ſhall enjoy. 
Friends, let your honor pledge what I engage: 

Zel. Azelia's love I count the ſureſt pledge ; 
Her heart's a blefling that you cannot keep. 
Reflection, that from virtue draws its ſource, . 
Decides me: go, and meditate on crimes, 

Piz. If love commands them, they are lawful crimes, 

Triumph awhile, but tremble, I foreſee 

To ſome abyſs I drag you after me. 

(Exit Pia. Fern, and Spaniards) 
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SCENE V. 


— 


ZII SKAR and Peruvians. 


Zel. M y doubts are heighten'd by his parting ſ peech. 
O virtue what wilt thou dire& my boſom? 
With trembling recollection, I recal 
Some words by Zuma and Pizarro dropt. 
When chance firſt led him to our mutual fight 
He ſought t' unveil a long-loſt brother's fate. 
To credit Zuma, *midft our tyrant's race, 
The chief, they mention, knew my parents well. 
And muſt I in a brother loſe the rights 
Of vengeance on a hated rival's head ? 
But what reſolve, ſince een ſo dear a name 
That very rival's fury could ſuſpend? - 
Was he the firſt to point the model out, 
The model of a heart, in ſpite of love, 
Obedient to the higher ties of blood ? 
Well, come what will, I ſaw his conrage moy'd, 
And innocence ſhall never heſitate. 
I hear its voice, and I reply to it. , 
(To the Peruvians) 
Friends, in yon rocks a deep incloſure lies, 
That from the Spaniards, ignorant of their paths, 
Shall with my care, preſerve you from alarms, 
There, free from danger, I will meditate 
What future ſteps are beſt to be purſued, 
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Whatever my deſigns, I pledge my word 
To form not one unworthy of myſelf. 

That fprings not from a heart, pure, firm, and brave, 
Neither to weakneſs, nor to guilt, a ſlave. 


ACT V. 


SCENE l. 
(Same as the laft) 


Pizarro and Spaniards, 


Pix. Tnv S all conſpires a ſecret to unfold, 
Unknown to Zuma, fatal to my hopes. 

My rival is my brother, who conceals 

In theſe wild rocks a foe to murder me. 
Friends, carefully beware of ambuſhes, 

Range both the ſhelvy rocks and ſandy ſhores: 
Zuma too muſt be guarded, but no more 
Depriv'd of liberty; if wholly free 

She would pant only for a mad revenge, 
Towards Zeliſkar bend her furious ſteps, 


And in this country, to ourſelves unknown, 
Diſcover where my brother arms his friends. 
Obſerve her then. Amidſt theſe cruel ſtorms 
| (Exit Spaniards) 
Scarce can I bear the torments I endure, 


SCENE IL, 


| P1zA8RO and FERNANDEZ. 


Pix. Friend, why this haſte? You bring me news, 
perhaps ? 
Fern. Zeliſkar is obedient to your will, 
Pis. Ha 
Fern. He demands an interview alone. 
Pia. My utmoſt wiſhes will be ſoon accompliſh d 
If once I get Zeliſkar in my pow'r. 
But can you gueſs what motive leads him hither? 
Fern. My eyes read nothing but diſdain in his, 
And tho' he ſeems to form ſome great defign, 
Yet in my preſence freely he declar'd | 
He had releas'd our captains from your oath, 
And meant to conquer you without a blow. 
But recolle& that in this barbarous ſhore 
A thouſand hidden foes environ you. 
Zuma herſelf, deliver'd from her chains, 
May chance t elude our ſoldiers vigilance. 
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Dread thoſe afaſbns, who with poiſon'd darts 
May in a moment aim at you unſeen. . 

Pix. And ſhall the care of life engage my thoughts? 

» Tir'd of the calls of nature and of love, 
I am at the divifion only ſtruck 
That heaven in its avenging wrath has rais'd 
Between two brothers. Oh how great, Fernandez, 
The contraſt in two hearts of one ſame blood! 
On one fide innocence, on th' other guilt. 
Near the dear object that preſerv'd his life 
A ſun ſerene ſmil'd o'er his early youth: 
Bleſt in theſe wilds, lov'd, worthy to be lov'd, 
He liv'd without a ſlave, he knew no lord. 
And what has been my fortune in the world ? 
A ſtranger, wandering from clime to clime, 
The child of woe, the object of revenge; 
The hate of man purſues me e'en to death. 
A conqueror's falſe name I dare aſſume, 
Aſpire not to the title of a man. 
Love, —love obeys me not, he ſcorns my pow'r: 
O who can love me when I hate myſelf? 
Fernandez liſten, let our ſhips be ready 
To leave the ſhore and plough the foaming waves. 
I'll ſee Zeliſkar, —let him meet me here. 
I have decided on our deſtiny. . 
My oaths unfetter'd bind him to my pleaſure. 
Let him approach. Dear will the effort coſt 
To burſt the love that deeply humbles me, 80 

(Exit Fornandes) 
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8 CE NE III. 
Przazrb alonk. 


Biz. Fat from Azelia we muſt both fetreat. 
It is a bliſs to him that's 16ſt to hope p 
To know at leaft a rival ſhares his pain. 

What ſhall I loſe ? an object that diſdaitis me. 
Whoſe mother fills het with corroding gall, 
And who, abandon'd in her turn; at leaſt 
Will mourn the tears that ſhe has coft Pizarro. 
But if he knew the mutual tie of blood | 
Twould give Zeliſkat an advantage o'er me, 
I will conceal it. Love, without thy fite, 
Him only for a brother I'd deſire. 


* 


8 CEN E iv. | 
Przants an —— 


Zi. Why at aiy Gybt beteay Gale dune dest 
You ſes me hete alone; unatm'd, unſhaken. | 
The oaths that deadly rancour made us ſwear 
I cancel, tis a God that urges me, | 
Whoſe righteous dictates have condemn'd revenge: 
Who binding me indeed in miſery's chain, 
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Would ſcreen me even from a ſhade of guilt, 
I've ſpoken, and I come to hear my ſentence, 
Pizarro, from your lips; —now anſwer me. 
Pis. Learn of a rival then true fortitude. 


Fortune henceforth ſhall join our fates in one: 


For new purſuits afſume a higher ſoul. 


Tis time th' injurious barrier to remove 
That jealous heay'n has rais'd to veil thy glory. 


Bury thy days no more in theſe wild woods, 

But to thy country ſacrifice thy love. 

Spain now demands us, and my ready 88 
Zel. Theſe, European, then are thine deſigns! 

Thou would'ſt, in ſmothering a generous flame, 

Gain a companion to thy miſery, 'S 

And by this moſt unequal ſacrifice , 

Draw conſolation from a rival's woe? 

A rival! O! within Pizarro's boſom | 

Has not heav'n giv'n me a leſs barb'rous name? 


Then why conceal it? I am ſure thou feel'ſt 


The rights I might expect from thy remorſe. 
One I hold ſacred, tis a willing right. 
Azelia's love; —not life itſelf fo dear! 


- Obſerve theſe foreſts and this glorious day, 


This day, theſe foreſts witneſs'd thy complaints, 
And ſaw my friendly hand allay thy tears. 
Twas here thy ſorrows touch'd a feeling heart, 
Indulgent pity proffer'd thee her aid. | 
I was the pupil of plain fimple nature, 

And needed not a title more ſuperb 
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To ovetcome for thee a mother's fears, 


Jo treat thee as a brother and a man. 14 
Piz. O, ſpare mei! | going] 
Zel. Thou ſhunn' me now in van: N 


This hour, this moment ſhall decide my fate: 

With pleaſure I remark thoſe thrilling pangs, 

The pow'rful pleaders of the blood that ſpeaks; 5 

I have not then embrac'd a fruitleſs hope. 

O God, that haſt begun, complete the work! 

But do not think, Pizarro, when thou yield'ſt 
Memory will ever dwell on paſt afftonte. 
This heart, which thou alone condemu'ſt to mourn, 
Is ſtill more feeling than unfortunate. 8 


When from thee I obtain a kindred nane, 1 | 
Thou wilt reſtore Azelia to my pray'rs, ' & 1 
And to requite the miſeries thou haſt caus d. 


{only aſk one pow'r, the pow'r io eres you. 1 
Pix. What have you aſk'd? t 13 
Zel. That friendſhip may obtain 

What otherwiſe revenge may quickly ſeize. 


Pia. mann r | 


cell'd, = 

Henceforth thy fate dependo——— 

Zel. On me alone. 
Ingrate! my heart will yield no more than thine, 
Thought ſt thou a rival cane to x op for mercy, : 

| (in a low voice) 
A fingle word, the ſmalleſt of e 1 
Would round thee raiſe a hoſt of enemies. 
ne 


- 
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Pix. Others thou mayſt intimidate, not me ö 
This paſſion is a balſam to my ſoul : | 
From painful pity it releaſes it. 
Let thy avengers then unite together, 
Alone I'd meet them rather than thy tears. 
Fearleſs to brave a hoſt of ſuch mad foes 
Pizarro's hand needs only wield a ſward. 
Let them appear! {drawing his ſword) 
Zel. Unfeeling mortal, learn 
A ſentiment leſs fierce than that wherewith 
Blind yalour wauld jnſpire thy ſtubborn pride. 
Thou think*{ me like thyſelf, but thou'rt deceiv'd ; 
Perchance I may to virtue lead thee back, 
But thou ſhalt never hurry me to vice. 
I ſpeak the truth the fear of fatricide 
Was the fole ſentiment that drew me hither, 
Fate wauld have fill'd the meaſure of my woes, 
And loaded me with crimes, with chains, or death, 
Chains would diſgrace me, guilt is horrible, 
Par'ſ thou prevent my laſt, but ſad reſqurce ? 
True to my duties, ſtranger to remorſe, 
My choice is made; barbarian! it is death! 
Strike! | 
Pi. I ftrike? 
Zl. Pierce the heart that pity'd thee, 
And let my blood ſpilt by thy cruel hands 
| Ariſe between Azelia and thyſelf. 
This heart ſhe'll own was worthy of her lore, 
That by the yoice of natute was impell'd, 
And ſooner choſe to die than riſk hex wrong · 


— 
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That, equally intrepid and ſincere, . 
To innocence deyates itſelf, not thee, 
Strike then! 
Piz. O virtve! O the force of blood! 
Zel. Thou tremhleſt] arm my courage with thy 
ſword, ( ſtrives to ſeine it 
Give it, my farmer arm 

Pia. This is too much! 

Zel. Traitor! have I then loſt the right to die? 

Pix. Zeliſkar! 

Zel. I am reſolute! (again flriving to ſeize it) 

Piz, What! would'ſt thou | 
Murder thyſelf e'en in a brather's arms? : 

(throws away the ſward) 

Zel. A brother! O how gentle is the ſqund! 

It is remorſe that tears it from thy lips? 

Pis. And doſt thou flight the anguiſh of my foul? 
O what a price will the confeſſion coſt! 
Nature, by theſe emotions I perceive 
The ties of love are not ſo ſtrong as thine, 

Repay what I ſhall ſacrifice to thee, 

Reftore what in Azelia I have loft, 

I yield, my brother, yet I dare not think 

So many wrongs can ever be effac'd. 

Yet without anger thou doſt look on me, 

And kindly preſſeſt this perfidious hand 

A thouſand times, had heaven prevented not, 
Ready to wreak its fury on thy head. * 

Zel. Lo, how with open arms 1 pant to meet thee | 
Let us embrace, forget our paſt diſtreſs, 

And drown our ſorrows in ſweet tears of joy, 


( 54 ). 
Pix. 1 him) Yes, all ſhall be us. 
throughout theſe wilds 
I fly to ſpread the happy news of peace. 
Do you ſeek Zuma and difarm her rage. 
This ſelf-torn boſom. now will give her joy: 
At this price ſatisfy'd, her huſband's ſhade 
Will thirſt no more for vengeance on the blood 
That binds Pizarro to his family, ; (Exit) 
Zel. Ah now that malice reigns no more, I breathe 


SCENE V. 
| ZgLISEAR and Az A. 
Ii enters by a different path to what Pizarro took) 


Azelia, is it you? 

Axe. Heaven guides me hither, 
Go join my mother, ſhe has burſt our chains, 
Z.. And what does ſhe deſign ? 
Ae. Into the woods 
Cleaving a paſſage to our generous friends, 
Zuma has from our tyrant's rage eſcap'd, 
And ſoon 

Zell. Good heaven, what is it you ſay? þ 
Zuma muſt now renounce her deep revenge. 
This day that has ſo teem'd with violence, 
This day of borrows | is a proſp'rous day, 
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Mze. Pizarro, then 

Zel. Our cares are all diſpell'd. 
Zuma muſt pardon every paſt event. 
Our mutual love is freed from all reſtraints, 
Pizarro yielded to the ties of blood. 


Forgive a brother—— — (4 confuſed noſe heard) 


Ha! what noiſe is that? 
What mournful accents pierce me to the foul? ? 


Pis. (behind the ſcenes) O Zuma, ftay thine hand. 


Zuma. (behind the ſcenes alſo) Now tyrant, fall, 
Behold the ſtroke of an avenging God! 
Zel. (running forward) My mother! Oh! ſuſpend 


* 


SCENE VI. 


Zuma appears, with a bow in her hand, at the head of 
the Peruvians, ſhe flands on the nen 88 25 | 


in the JR Act, Pizarro aaron her. ' 


ZuMa, ZELISKAR, Pa and Peruvians. 


Zuma. Friends, follow me, 
Of a ſtern conqu'ror J have purg'd Peru; 
Sons of the rocks inhabit them in peace. 


(Te Peruvians line the rocks and the flag} 


Here, on the mountain's brow, on this ſame ſpot, 
The cruel enemy, whoſe blood I ſpilt, 
Uprais'd the gleaming faulchion to my fide. . 
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The heayens to chaflize fo hack « deed, 
Have chang'd my ſcaffold to a glorious throne. 
Zel. Alas! what tortures will ſhe ſoon endure! 
Zuma. (deſcending the rocks) Come to my arms my 
daughter and my ſon, | | 
Cloſe by the ſea there lies a nook, whoſe entrance 
Is to the ſun, and to our foes unknown: 
There did I animate our friends to arms, 
I ſaw and pierced the tierce oppratibr's heart 
As he approach'd-—— 
Zel. Ah, Zuma! 
Zuma. What ſhall tears 
O'ercloud the faireſt moment of our days ? 
You tremble, by diſaſtrous changes taught, 
And dread to be miſled by bopes of bliſs? ., 
A double victory my arms acquir rd, 
T” avenge my huſband's injuries and my own. 
Go, mark thoſe drops of blood; your good, Zelifkar, 
Directed to his heart my timid hand. 
Zel. And muſt I wound her boſom with the truth ? 
Zuma. Ah, ſee he drags his hateful being hither! 


SCENE Lasr, 
Dunne. Pizarro enters, ſupported by Frnnanoac, 


Pis. Inhuman Zuma, liſten to your « error: 
Heay'n, whoſe indulgence was entirely ſpent, 
My flow repentance has at length reveag d, 


ee, TS nl 
And 1 ubmit to it. Hatred and pride 
Attend not mortals to the filent tomb, _ 
Had it preſery'd my life, witneſs that heav'n, 
I would have ſpent its remnant to your glory. 


Conquer'd by nature, conqueror of loye, 
When flying to your arms you pierc'd my heart. 


r 


Zeliſkar, thou canſt ſoften miſery, 

Come to my arms, and mourn a brother's ſites; 
Zuma. A brother? | | 
Piz. Zuma, yes! the Indian chief 

Stole him one day of horrors from my father, | 

Slaught ring their victims in this very clime, v2 

My hands, then young, inur 4 themſelves to blood. 

Heav'n from that fatal moment has prepar'd | 

A juſt chaſtizemeit by the feeBleft arm. 

Zuma. How will my ſon behold his wretched mo- 
eine 
Pia. Pardon the ſhaft by which a brother ſell- 

You that obey'd my ire, and ſee my fall, | 

Spaniards, far, far from here, dire& your pet 2 

And trouble not the days of innocence. 

And thou my brother, with theſe gentle be, 

Enjoy the peace theſe deſert wilds afford. 

And never leave them. Nature here exalts 

In pureſt liberty her ſimple voice, 3 

And, candour's ancient ſtamp preſerving ill, 3 

Plants, at the confines of the world, content. 

I too am happy, even tho I die, 
To think guilt cauſes not my partigg ſigh. (Dies) 


| They gaze round him, and the curtain drops. | * 


INI S. 


